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	1. Chapter 1

**Plot** **synopsis**:

Thomas and Phyllis have known each other since forever. After growing up together in a small town and having to face prejudice together more than once they lost contact in their twenties. Years later, they meet by chance in London where Thomas is now a journalist. He gets Phyllis, who after her recent divorce is looking for a fresh start, a job in the same newspaper agency and their old friendship is renewed.

Love has not been kind on either of them in the past. But will they both find happiness finally, now with a friend on their side?

Romance might blossom or it might not. Or maybe just for one of them – I don't like to give it all away just yet. There will definitely be a hint of Baxley. If it develops into something more I'm not sure.

**Disclaimer**:

**Of course, I don't own the DA characters. If I did, I wouldn't be sitting here writing this.**

I don't even own Phyllis' nickname which has been borrowed from SunshineCountess (Thanks a thousand times for that 3) and her exciting Baxley story „The Space Between" which is definitely worth a read.

I have totally made up the name of the newspapers. If a newspaper called „The Weekly Inquirer" does indeed exist, my apologies. Any resemblance is purely accidental. Same goes for „Sports Tribune".

This is my first try at a story in English, which is not my native language, and I do not have a Beta. So please excuse any mistakes and feel free to give me a hint if I make too many.

**Now, off I go.**

* * *

><p>Thomas and Phyllis were on their bikes riding their way home after work. It was well after hours and it was raining but they didn't mind.<p>

The rain, Bax always said, cleared their minds of anything work-related. Thomas thought, how right she was. Getting home together had already become a daily ritual for them, and it really was relaxing in so many ways. He felt as if all his thoughts of articles and commentaries were flying further away from his mind with every mile that he drove. Never would he come closer to feeling carefree than around Phyllis, of that he was sure. Well, maybe, just maybe there was indeed another person he could feel at ease around. But of that he wasn't sure yet and he didn't want to get his hopes too high – not when he knew from first hand experience how terrible things could end for people like him.

Thomas was so deep in thought that he hadn't even noticed the thoughtful sideways glance his friend was giving him when they came to a halt at the traffic lights. But as always, she seemed to hit the nail right on the spot when she spoke to him.

„So, what's going on between you and that new intern? What's his name?" She inquired, and he was amazed for a moment or two at how easily she could read his mind.

„Richard. His name's Richard. What do you care?" he snapped in an attempt to stop her from poking further into his personal stuff. He knew she meant well but sometimes he just couldn't jump his own shadow, even with her.

„Why won't you let me be fond of you?" Bax softly asked, completely ignoring his exasperated tone. But the look she gave him, big eyes and the hint of a pout, made sure he knew that this could get very emotional now if he wasn't careful.

„Because you don't tell me about your sex life, either." He simply said. Now they were in the game again. Teasing each other up to the point where neither of them remembered if they were joking or not.

„Oh, you mean the one that is non-existent."

The retort sobered him up a little and he replied without even a hint of a joke in his mind. „That's only because you want it to be, Bax. You know you could have it all with Joe from next door if you only just let yourself."

She sighed and rolled her eyes at him before she turned serious again. „We both know that's not true, so drop it already and tell me about Richard." Then added, in a more casual tone „When did the focus of this conversation turn towards me, anyway?"

By that time, the lights had turned green again for them.

But of course, they were bound to continue that conversation soon after. She had dragged him into one of those coffee shops that kept popping up at every other corner and disappeared just as rapidly. How he hated those places.

But Bax loved these small cafes, especially the one that had opened up a few weeks ago just at the corner of their block. So he admitted defeat, obviously, and found himself sitting in front of some fancy Latte Whatever telling his best friend about his latest crush just a few minutes later.

Richard had only been at _The_ _Weekly_ _Inquirer_ for a week and had already managed to catch Thomas' full attention. In fact, Thomas had been smitten with the 22-year-old university intern from the moment he had laid eyes on him which didn't make things any easier. Neither did the fact that Richard was assigned to assist Thomas with his latest sports column.

Thomas knew he had to be extremely careful if he didn't want everybody to find out about him. Of course, a handful of the closer colleagues knew from the rare occasion that he did socialize after work. The Carson's knew as well as Andy whom he'd been working with a lot during the last year when the young man had been the new addition to the editorial staff.

And Bax knew, naturally. In fact, she had known about his true self for so long that he couldn't imagine a universe in which she didn't. And though he was sure he wouldn't admit it even if his life depended on it, he was thankful that, in spite of everything, he still had her. If it hadn't been for her he would have no one to listen to his ramblings about Richard being much too young and probably not even swinging that way. Without Bax, who sat across him quietly, occasionally nodding her head in agreement and encouragingly patting his hand every now and then, he would have most likely ended up drunk in some shabby pub where he'd spent too much money on poor-quality alcohol. So he attempted a smile. She deserved as much.

* * *

><p><strong>So, this was it, my first chapter ever in English. I hope <strong>**_someone _****enjoyed it a tiny bit. **

**Would be great if you could find the time to press that little button down here and leave a comment.**


	2. Chapter 2

**Here's the second chapter, now. It's set a few months before the first one because I'd like to build the story up now for a bit until it comes back to the first chapter. So, in the following chapters I would like to dig a little deeper into how Thomas and Bax became colleagues and if Thomas is right assuming that Bax could "have it all" with Joseph.**

**It might be a little confusing for now, but I hope I can shed some light soon enough. **

**Now, off I go.**

* * *

><p><span><em>a few months earlier<em>

It had been one of those days. One of those awful days when everything seemed to go wrong. A whole month of work had been completely useless, Thomas admitted in defeat. Just before he had been about to call it a day the head editor had informed him of the fact that somehow another newspaper had found out about what should have become their exclusive story. No, he mentally corrected himself, his exclusive story.

Carson had been so fuming that Thomas was sure for a moment, he would spit fire when he audibly snorted in a strain of exasperation.

Of course, his boss would be mad. He, himself, was just as infuriated by the fact that everything he had been working for should have been in vain now. And by the fact that he couldn't even blame someone else as he was the only person who had had all the relevant information. Although this made him even more agitated inside he kept his usual cool facade and quickly scanned his mind for anything that could prevent Carson from seeing him as the traitor.

„ You know, I wasn't the only person that knew about the story.." He said in a low voice that sounded like he was about to reveal a conspiracy.

Charlie Carson just gave him a confused look so he added with a little more emphasis, that Andy the new editorial assistant was just as involved as Thomas was.

„And what do we know about him? All _I_ know is that this here is supposedly his first job in the business. But who can say, really? It's not exactly a secret that _Sports_ _Tribune _tends to play foul, maybe they recruit young professionals now to spy for them."

Carson was not yet fully convinced. „So, you're accusing Mr. Parker of treason?"

„Not necessarily, but I'm just saying." Thomas replied with a casual shrug.

True, it wasn't completely fair towards the young, ambitious man who had been nothing but kind towards him. But Thomas didn't mind too much. He was just glad that he was out of Carson's line of fire for the moment.

He had never really bothered to make any friends at work and he definitely saw no sense in starting now. Especially not with a guy like Andy who was too honest to even write a lie in an article – not to mention telling one or even get into scheming against the others together.

So, there he was, alone on a Friday night and entering a pub that wasn't even filled to half with people. Finding such a place in a city like London hadn't been an easy task and he cherished for a second how quiet it was in here. Even the slightly depressing music that played from the radio reflected his mood.

He knew he should hate it to be all by himself on a weekend night but he didn't. Today, he quite liked not having to talk to anyone. _The Mason's Jar_, or Beryl's place as he called it, was the perfect location for silent sulking and getting wasted. He was sulking when he walked in and slouched himself on one of the stools at the bar.

Daisy, who was handling the bar that night, must have noticed his current mood. She had silently shoved a glass of whisky under his nose, accompanied by an encouraging smile when he looked up, startled.

Out of the corner of his eye Thomas recognized Daisy's father-in-law, who was also Beryl's husband, animatedly talking to a customer. Thomas knew that friendliness came natural to Mr. Mason so he didn't pay them any mind and instead turned back to his drink.

He drowned the whisky in one sip and was about to order a refill when the clear, hearty laugh of the woman at the far end of the bar interrupted his brooding. He could bear Mr. Mason's chattering, if only just barely, but that was just too much. Wasn't a man allowed to drink in silence?

Thomas tried to stare the woman down who had disturbed him but that turned out to be an impossible task because she was sitting with her back to him. Se was leaning over the counter, probably to listen closer to Mr. Mason's words. „As if he has something of importance to say", Thomas silently moaned to himself.

Still, he kept watching the woman. Her slight movements with which her hand graced her glass seemed familiar though he couldn't quiet put a finger to it. She had a nice figure, he had to admit, and if he had been into women that way he would most likely have found her rather attractive. She wore a dark grey summer dress that was flowing around her ankles combined with a rather fitting black leather jacket and matching biker boots. And suddenly he felt extremely underdressed in his worn jeans and dark grey jumper.

Fortunately, there wasn't much time to contemplate that any further because the woman must have felt his stare and was now turning her attention towards him.

„Damn", he thought, „was it too late to turn away and pretend he hadn't be annoyed by her cheerful mood?" just as she turned to speak to him.

„I'm really sorry if I'm a bother to you." He tried to make out a hint of sarcasm in her voice but there was none. And while she obviously couldn't quite make out his features because of the dim glow of the bar lamps, she was sitting right in the spotlight. And his sheepish look of having been caught turned into a lopsided grin. How didn't he recognize her earlier?

Apparently, the penny had dropped for her now, too. „My my, if it isn't Thomas Barrow? What a surprise." Bax grinned.

Daisy had, in the meantime, refilled his glass which was standing forgotten on the counter.

* * *

><p><strong>Thank you for reading. A review would be appriciated.<strong>

**- lizzie**


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N**

**This chapter has given me quite some trouble, I admit. I do tend to have problems with conversation and this one has left me frustrated once or twice. But it was needed for the story to go on, so yeah...**

**I hope it still conveys a bit of the relationship between the two (former) friends as well as the funny feeling one gets when meeting an old friend with whom you have lost touch. Oh, and a hint of backstory.**

**Now, off I go.**

* * *

><p>„And what a <em>nice<em> one! Haven't seen you in ages."

The sulky, slightly accusing tone of his voice aroused a feeling of guilt in her. „It's true, I've been a bit out of the picture recently." She repentantly admitted.

„And the price for the understatement of the year goes to Phyllis Baxter." So Thomas hadn't lost any of his cheek, still as sarcastic as always, Phyllis thought before she heard that dreaded question.

„Honestly, where have you been, Bax? You had completely fallen off the face of the earth, no one heard anything about you for like the last 5 years."

Thomas must be terribly disappointed in her as a friend. When they had been younger, they had made a promise always to be there for each other. But she had let him down, she hadn't been there. She didn't even know if he might have needed her, because she hadn't cared. Instead she had allowed herself to forget everything that linked her to her old life. Or rather, had allowed herself to be tricked into isolation from everyone she cared about.

In hindsight, she couldn't even say that it had been worth it, because it hadn't. It hadn't been worth anything at all, leaving everything behind and abandon her friends for that one single person.

_Peter. _

In her mind, she spat his name full of hatred and disgust, but in reality he still had a hold over her. Even after everything that had happened in those last few months he was still the reason she sat here tonight, getting drunk. Because of him she was awfully ashamed, even in front of her oldest friend. Because of him she didn't mind if she drank too much and got completely wasted. Because his words were engraved in her brain: She wasn't worth anything.

Even though that thought had crossed her mind less and less frequent recently, it was still buried in the back of her head from where it surfaced in sentimental moments like now. Things would be alright as long as she didn't allow herself to be completely overwhelmed by the fact that Peter was the reason her life had taken a turn for the worst up to the point that it was now in ruins.

She could live with putting on that mask of carelessness in front of others. It seemed to work out just fine, none of her acquaintances or Peter's colleagues had ever noticed that something was off. Or if they had, they had thought it best not to mention it. Maybe, it would work with Thomas, too. Maybe the years they had spent apart had diminished his ability to sense whenever something was wrong.

Phyllis opened her mouth, searching for the right words to sound casual.

„I am sorry." _Great, wasn't it ironic that the moment she wanted to shield herself as much as possible, three simple words did the exact opposite?_ She had said them in such simplicity that there was no doubt about her honesty. Still, it was no explanation, no answer to Thomas' question.

_Of course, she wouldn't tell whatever bothered her right away._ Thomas remembered that Bax had always been a private person, always rather reluctant when it came to sharing personal stuff. Not so much around him, however. The two of them went way back, still it looked like the years had only served for her to retreat into seclusion even further. Pushing her now would make matters worse, he recalled. Maybe a lighter mood could help bringing down the barriers.

„I'm gonna forgive you, you know, if you tell me that the reason you had been too busy to keep in touch is that you now have one of those perfect little families they always show us on the telly. And your husband, who is a successful lawyer or doctor or something is babysitting your two small children right now because he wants his wife to enjoy herself, too", He light-heartedly joked.

During his little speech Thomas could see Phyllis' neutral expression turn into a frown first and then into a troubled, almost regretful look within seconds.

_Well done, Barrow!_ He reprimanded himself silently. Being the reason that the atmosphere had changed from a kind of neutral mood to her moving further into the shell in no time at all was a low, even for him. How did he manage to do it, always messing things up?

It wasn't as if he was being mean towards others on purpose, it just came with his snappy, often sullen behaviour and overall attitude. People seemed to get distracted by him at best and offended at worst. He just wasn't a generally happy person, so why pretend?

He noticed that Phyllis studied his face for some time, and realised that her reaction to his effort to lighten the mood wasn't what he had expected. It had obviously unnerved him and in some way led him to believe he'd done something wrong. When had things become so fragile between them?

„I am sorry." She repeated her words from earlier looking at him in an uncertain way and it underlined the tense atmosphere. „But if that's what you expected then I have to disappoint you. No husband, no kids. Actually, at this point I'm further away from both than I ever was before."

There was a finality in her words which made Thomas wonder if there was more to it than Bax was showing. He didn't remember her as a person who would easily give up. It didn't need a genius to sense that something was off and he wanted to get to the bottom of it. Maybe just not tonight. Maybe it was too much for a first encounter, maybe a pub with a nosy tenant behind the bar wasn't the right place, either.

The look on his face must have given the silent question away, because Bax continued, „I will tell you, Thomas, I will. Just not tonight." So, it was still there, that connection they always have had, of thinking the same things. „Perhaps we could meet for coffee sometime? You call me whenever you're free."

With the hint of a smile she stood up and handed him a piece of paper with her phone number written down in that scribbly handwriting of hers that he remembered so well. At least one thing that hadn't changed. Before she left she turned around again „It was nice, seeing you again."

Thomas couldn't bring himself to formulate a reply so he grinned at her when she turned and left. Yes, it was nice seeing her again. Strange and a tad complicated but nice all the same.

He would definitely call her, of that he was sure. After all, her appearance alone had made him forget for a moment that he had set his mind up to being sulky all evening. He hadn't forgotten the pent-up situation at work of course, but suddenly it wasn't worth getting drunk over, anymore. So, he drowned his third glass of Whisky, tossed some coins for his drinks on the counter and left the _Mason's Jar_.

* * *

><p><strong>Hello there, to anyone who made it down here!<strong>

**As always I would very much appreciate a review. Let me know what you think.**

**- lizzie**


End file.
